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I am diferac’d, impeach’d, and baffel d here, 

Pierc’d to the faule with fianderswenom d fpeare: 

The which no Balme can cure, but his heart blood 
Which breath’d this poyfon- 
King. Rage muft be withltood : 

Give me his gage: Lyons make Leopards tame*. 
yJ/w.Yeaibutnot change his fpots-- take butmyfliatne, 

And Irefignemy gage* My deare, deare ord. 

The pureft treafure mortall times aftora,. 

Is fpotlefle reputation : that away. 

Men are but gilded loame, or painted clay. 

A jew ell in a ten-times barr d up onett, 

I s a bold fpirit in a loyall breft. 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one . 

Take honour from me,and my life is done* 

Then (deare my Liege) mine honour let me try, 

In that llive, and tor that will I dye. 

King. Cofin throw downc your gage, 

D %?/?Oh heaven defend my foule from. fuch foulefinnc. 
Shall I feeme Crcft-falnein my fathers fight. 

Or with pale beggar-feare impeach my height 
Before this out-dar’d daltard? Ere my tongue,. : - 
Shall wound mine honour with lucnfceblewrong; 

Or found fobal'e a parle : • my\tec|h fhall ware . i«M 
The flavifh motive of recantimgl^fe 3sI ' 3D ? ' .. “••I 
And fpit it bleeding in this high dijgwce,r!i w:Ip i * ■' 1 
Where (hame doth harbom,even;ifr/¥^^»^ 

King. We were not borne to fue, but to command, 
Which fince we cannot doe to^ke youtoam ^ T 
Be ready,(as your lives Ihall.afifwff « ) ^ 

At Coventre* > upon Saint Lamberts day ; 

I here fhallyour Swords and Lances arbitrate 
The fwelling difference of your. fetl<W« ' , , 
Since we cannot attone you.yoh WAU Wf r : ,.| 
Iufticc dcfigne the Viftors f 

Lord Marfhall, command our Officers at Arme , 
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of Richard the fecond. 

Be ready todirecf the fe home, Alarmes.' Exeunt: 


Scana Secunda, 
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Enter Gaunt, and Dutckefe ofGtocefter. 

Gaunt* Alas, the part I had in Glefters blood. 

Doth more folicitc me than your exciaimes. 

To fiirre againil the'Butiefibrs 6f his life. 

But fince corre<3ion lyech in thpfe hand s y 
W hich madcthe fault that vve cannot correft. 

Put we our quarrel 1 to the will of Heauen, 

W ho when they fee the h'oures ripe oh earth. 

Will raigne hot vengeance on offenders heads. 

Dut. Find s brotherhood in thee no lfiartfer fipurre ? 
Hath love in thy old 'Blood no liuirfg fire? ” 
Edwards feven fonnes ( whereof thy fclfe a r t one ) 

W here are feven vialles of his facred blood. ' 

Or feuen faire branches fpringipg from one roote • 

Some of thole feuen are dryed by natures courfe ’ 

Some of thole branches ; by the defiinies cut • * 

But Thomas my deare- Lord, my life, my Glofier . , 

One Viall full of Edwards facred blood . 

One flonnfhing branch ofhismoft Ro ya lI roote 
scracK d, and all the precious liquor fpiit • 
rshackt downe,and his fummer leaves all vaded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloody Axe. 

Ah G aunt ? His blood was thine,that bed that womhe 
-hat mettall,that felfe-mould that fafbion’dthee " 3 

liu ’ ft and breatlfft- 

T n f« I . iane * n h 'm : thou doeff confent 
In feme large meafure to thy Fathers death. 

w , iat l ^° u ^ eeft th y wretched brother ay 
Who was the modell of thy Fathers life, Y * 

Call it not patience (Gaum) itis dcfeaire 
Inluffenng thus thy brother tobefS u 4er’d 
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